The Burial of a Queen

He stood beneath a lilac-spray,

And never a word he said;
But, as I stole out of the house,
He pointed over the orchard boughs,
Where, not with dawn or sunset,

The Northern sky grew red.

I followed him, and half in fear,

To the old farm-gate again,
And, round the curve of the long white lo
I saw that the dew-dashed hedges glowc.**!
Red with the grandeur drawing near,

And the torches of her train,

They carried her down with singing,

With singing sweet ami low,
Slowly round the curve they
Twenty torches dropping
The heralds that WCTP bringing IHT

The way we all rnu&t go.

Twas master William Dethick,

The Garter King of Arms,
Before her ro>al coach did ride,
With none to see his Coat of Pride,
For peace was on the country-side,

And sleep upon the farms;

Peace upon the red farm,

Peace upon the grey,
Peace on the heavy orchard trees,
And little white-walled cottages,
Peace upon the wayside,

And sleep upon the way*
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